MARCH 18, 1916 


Price, 10 Cents 


ate 
or 88 oe 





oot 44 








Tt 


eee TT 











WAS SHE 


ry r OU ARS 


volo in 





ll) 


GUILTY ? 





innocent victim of a vulgar plot hatched in the brain of a dissolute woman and a discredited courtier, or was she a 


party to the conspiracy for the possession of the bauble? A populace inflamed with hate and crying for bread 


A beautiful queen, young, impulsive, 
generous and brave 
lace of fabulous price—was she the 


a diamond neck- 





sealed its verdict in her blood and that of the fairest and the bravest of France. 
Thrones have tottered and dynasties have crumbled into the dust of oblivion through causes relatively 


as insignificant as a pin-prick. 


Fate selects strange agencies in working out her designs, and nowhere is this more 


evident than in the marvelous stories told in the twenty volumes of the new edition of 


FAMOUS CHARACTERS OF HISTORY 


You will search in vain in history or 
fiction for a parallel to these pulsing life 
stories of men and women around whom 
history revolves. Is it any wonder that 
the appetite of the reading public de- 
mands edition after edition—that no 
home or school library is considered 
complete without 
these wonderful 
books ? 


PARTIAL LIST OF CHARACTERS 
Every One a Wonderful Personality 


1. Alexander the Great 11. Mary Queen of Scots 
2. William the Conqueror 12. Henry iv 

3. Cyrus the Great 13. Xerxes 

4. Hannibal 14. Julius Caesar 

5. Pyrrhus 15. Nero 

6. Peter the Great 16. Cleopatra 

7. Genghis Khan 17. Darius the Great 

8. Hernando Cortez 18. Josephine 

9. Marie Antoinette 19. Queen Elizabeth 
10. Romulus 20. Alfred the Great 


These are the men and women who made history of their 
own day, and whose example, as guide or warning, is the most 
precious part of our heritage from the ages. 


A DISCOUNT OF 507% BY SENDING $1 NOW 


The original publishers’ price was $30.00. Our opening 
price on this superb New Edition is $15.00—but we can not 
promise to hold the price long at this figure—and the number of 
orders that will come to us in the next two or three weeks 
promises a speedy exhaustion of our available stock, so there 
will be a ye ne in filling orders not sent immediately. The 
20 volumes contain 5250 pages and 60 full page illustrations in 
sepia. Each volume 8x5‘'4 inches. Rich cloth binding—gold 
tops—a volume it is a pleasure to read and handle. And 
Hugo Free for just the little while they last. 


Money Back If Not Satisfied. But You Must Send Coupon Now 
Fill Out and Send Coupon Attached to Your Letterhead 
-— er Kw rr Pr er eer en wn wwe ees Ss 

Brunswick Subscription Co., 
407 Brunswick Bldg., New York City. 

Send me the 20 gold top volumes of “Famous Characters 
of History” and the 6 volume Hugo, as per your offer. 
Enclosed find $1.00 first payment. as represented, 
I will keep the books and remit $1.00 a month for 14 months 
after their receipt. Otherwise, I will, within 5 days, ask 
for instructions for their return, at your expense, my $1.00 
to be refunded on their receipt. 


Name 
Address 
Oveupation. . 




















NEVER AGAIN SUCH A BARGAIN 
OUR GREAT INTRODUCTORY OFFER 





If You Are Prompt 


HUGO GIVEN 


6 VOLUMES 
English Cloth—Red and Gold 











Send Coupon Today and Understand Why 
This Offer Has Been Acclaimed the Most Remark- 
able Ever Made—Why It Has Taken the Reading 
Public By Storm—Why It Is Necessary To Act 
Quickly To Take Advantage of It. 

We not only send you the 20 volumes of Famous 
Characters at half price, but a 6 volume Imported 
red and gold set of Hugo—without costing you 
a cent. 

You get 26 volumes, including the deathless 
romances of Victor Hugo—Les Misérables, Notre- 
Dame, Toilers of the Sea, Ninety-three, The Laugh- 
ing Man (each volume 614x414 inches, printed on 
Bible paper in large, clear type)—but only while 
the imported Hugo lasts! Don’t put it off and be 
disappointed—but SEND COUPON TODAY. 





Whether you are just starting, or are putting the 
finishing touc hes to, a choice collec tion of books, you 
can’t afford to neglect this opportunity. 


You never saw such value for the money 


20 beautifully bound gold top books filled from cover 
to cover with tragedy and comedy—with the loves 
and hates of men and women whom 
to know isa necessary part 
of an all-round 
education. 





















2600 Years of History—But 
History with All the Thrill 


and Fascination of Romance 


Instead of a dry history of the world 
giving a jumble of facts, dates and figures, 
each of these 20 volumes is a complete 
life story—an enthralling romance, an 
entertaining novel in every sense except 
that it is true. 

We follow the fortunes of Caesar as 
he extends the boundaries of Rome to in- 
clude all the known parts of the earth, 
and we are with him on the fatal ides of 
March. We see how the beauty of a 
woman—Cleopatra—wrecked the life of 
Antony, and turned aside the tide of 
Rome’s destiny and therefore that of 
the world. 

History in the form of Biography 1s 
our great instructor. The lives of famous 
characters are the beacons that will guide 
us safely on the voyage of life, though the 
sea of time we navigate is full of perils. 
But it is not an unknown sea. It has been 
traversed for ages, and there is not a 
sunken rock or treacherous shoal which 1s 
not marked by the wreck of those who 
have preceded us. 


"pds eager 1 


ete ager anata usen gst i aero aar 











ee UM nn ne rT 





10 Aa A 


ad 


TE det at, 














a 





as 








— x 


He—A great many people sleep on those benches. 


ON MADISON SQU 





ARE, 
She—Really > 








NEW YORK 
I should think it would be awfully cold ! 














Ankles, Etc. 
OMAN’S DRESS is attracting censo- 
rious attention in some quarters and 
admiration in other quarters 

In the Virginia Legislature 
the other day a member of- 
fered a measure providing 
that “No female shall ap- 
pear in public in this com- 
monwealth with a_ skirt 
which does not reach within 
four inches of the ground; 
with a waist or bodice which 
exposes more than three 
inches of the chest or back; 

> and no transparent skirt 

shall be worn.” 

Arguing for this drastic measure, its 
introducer declares that “complete nudity 
is more decent than the silhouettes one sees 
But his fellow law- 
with him, and 





in the summer time.” 
makers did not agree 
the bill was killed. 

There are many women who have de- 
clared against prevailing fashions. The 
club women of a New Jersey town 
adjacent to New York have set the 
limit of shortness toskirts at four inches 
from the ground, though there is no 
note as to other details of dress like 
those which agitated the Virginia legis 
lator. 

As the Ledger 


immodest 


Philadelphia 
‘each new fashion 
until we get used to it.” And here 
suggestively is the pith of the whole 
One who studies the fashions 


Says, 


seems 


matter. 
of past periods will wonder that women 
could have adopted some of them. 
The crinoline, the bustle, and other 
monstrous devices would shock the observer 
of today. 

\ careful study of styles that long have 
been obsolete should convince fair-minded 
and clear-eyed persons that women today 
dress more logically and more becomingly 
than ever before. Their garments give them 








HIDE 


some of the 


least suggest 
Perhaps, as a rule, it is 


freedom, and at 
details of beauty 
only women who are not becoming in pre 
vailing fashions that object seriously to the 
There is no more charming human 
and civilized spectac le than a 
woman in evening dress; and really no moral 
ist can convince a sensible person that there 
a well-turned 


mot les 
handsom« 


is anything objectionable in 


ankle 


Advice 
Above is a veiled but egotistical 
attempt to show your neighbor how 


you surpass him intellectually. It is a mag 
nifying glass which you hand to him, after 
which you make certain that you are stand- 
ing at the proper focal distance. 

Advice sugar coating 
for criticism, as method of 
checking offensive conduct, and as 


is also used as a 
a diplomatic 


ipastime 
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IN PURE FOOD SOCIETY 
When Cultured Milk meets Refined Sugar 


There are two classes of people ebullient 
with a desire to give advice: those who have 
had experience and those who have not. 

A request for advice is usually a subtle 
form of flattery or else a method of dodging 
responsibility. 

The person who is wise enough to take 


< 





good advice and the one who is too wise to 


give it generally tie the knot of perfect 
friendship. 
Advice is a drug on the market. The 


supply exceeds 
who need the 


principal reason why the 
the demand is because those 
most take the least. 

Advice should never be followed. If it is 
good advice, it cannot be followed. The only 
advice which is good is that which drives 
you. 


Extra-Judicial Comment 
ANTED, by every political party: a 

maximum of the hyphen vote and a 

minimum of publicity as to its bestowal. 

* 

is to send over a “Colonel 
House” of her own. They’ll all have to 
come to it, but can the effete monarchies 
produce them that can keep still in so many 
different languages? 
* 

In time of international 
question is, what is a merchant ship and 
what a battleship? What is statesman- 
ship and what mere ordinary hardship? 

4 

Dixie under statewide 
is as dry as it was when Ponce de Leon 

fountain of youth and had 


England 


stress the 


prohibition 


sought the 
to make it grape-juice. 
* 

Senator Stone (Dem., Mo.) character- 
izes a recent speech of Senator Smith 
(Rep., Mich.) as a 
ing, dreary, inane partisan harangue.”’ 
But aside from that, he liked it. 

* 
Wales made 
upon attain 


‘vociferous, scatter 


The Prince of his first 
public speech, the other day, 
ing his majority, and we no longer wonder 
that he remained in the minority so long. 
« 

Fortunate indeed is the man who doesn't 
know he is doing his best until it is too late 
for him to spoil it. 
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SOAP DEFERR 


Lately I have been swept by a great passion. 


THE MODERN CASTAWAYS 


B W. FT. NICHOLS 


Our poet 


y 


HE MAN, recovering consciousness, sat up. His salt-dimmed gaze 
swept the sand, on which the surf beat heavily, and the steep cliffs, 
shutting him in. Then it rested on the girl. 

She too, was sitting up. With her left 
hand before her face, and a tasteful solitaire 
serving as mirror, she combed her hair with 
a lobster’s discarded claw. 

The man hobbled to her, a curious defer- 
ence in his air. 

“TI would not curry favor—’’ he began. 
She stopped him with a glance of hauteur; 
also she jerked at her tangled tresses. 

“Don’t!” she said coldly. ‘At present 
I have a surfeit of currying.” 

He shifted weight from one foot to the 
other. ‘‘We must face facts. We are sole 
survivors from the ship, castaways we know 
The centrifugal force of a rotary storm may have marooned us 
anywhere from Eastport to Jamaica. You follow me?” 

Her lip curled. “I trust not! I prefer to believe that the glorious tradi- 
tion of the sea—women and children first—prevailed and that I preceded you 
into the automatically swamping lifeboats, and, naturally, washed ashore first.” 

“T went down with the ship,” he protested. ‘‘I lost consciousness in a 
maelstrom. I recover it a : 

““A male soloist. Of seven eligibles I turned down, only you turn up.” 

“To serve you in every way in my power,” he said soulfully. 

She sprang lightly to her feet. She turned her back to him. 

‘““Hook me up, then,” she bade him. 





not where. 








ED 


Critic friend—Not what you'd call a clean sweep, eh, old man? 


A LESSON IN PUTTING 
The helpful caddy—That's right! hook yer right foot 


around that little saplin’, and stand out stiff-legged—then 
ye'll be in a fine position! 
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He obeyed, with trembling eagerness. 
She shot a glance over her shapely shoulder. 
“You mean well, but you lack practice,” 


a she opined. 
—_ 


“TI fancy I'll get 
enough—before 
we’re out of this.” 
For the first time he 
betrayed cheerful- 
ness. 

She shrank from 
him. “Monster! 
You trade on op- 
portunity!” 





rhe blood surged to his face. ‘‘Oppor- 
tunity to be your slave!” 
She stamped her slender foot. ‘Then 


arrange my rescue—at once!” 


The man dropped on the sand. Head 
in hands, he thought for seven minutes, flat. 
Then he detached from his watch a chain 
of fine gold wire, closely woven. His ex- 
pression was grim. 

In two hours and thirty-nine minutes he 
had untwisted the chain. He grasped the 
strands of wire in his left hand. His right 
put a cuff, folded like a cornucopia, to his 
ear. The girl’s eyes flashed. 

““Detachables!”’ she scorned. 
think it of you!” 

“You wrong me. I ripped it off,” he 
said, with simple dignity. “But why 
bicker? In the wireless lies our hope. But 
to send out a call I must have electricity. 
Kindly stroke my hair—the wrong way.”’ 

" “Never!” she blazed. 

He was ‘patient. ‘“‘Understand me! 
I’m thinking of cats, not caresses. Doubt- 
less, you recall the common, or garden, pussy, 
whose back emits sparks under friction. 
And—er—er—my hair is providentially 
close-cropped. And we must have current, 
you know.” 

Desperate need conquered prejudice. 
She rubbed his head —savagely. 

Tears came to his eyes, but he spoke 


“T didn’t 


“HE CAME UNTO HIS OWN 


hopefully. ‘“‘We have antennz; we have 
everything. Lord, though!”’ His tone 
changed. “Lord, I didn’t think—I don’t 


know the Morse code or the Continental.” 

“You’re behind the times!” she said 
through clenched teeth. ‘‘It’s the wireless 
telephone that’s strictly up-to-date.” 

“Angel!”’ he cried, and put the cone 
to his lips. “S. O.S.! S.O.S.!” he mega- 
phoned wildly. Then he listened, his face 
brightening. ‘Jove, I hear something! Try 
it yourself.”” He gave her the folded cuff. 

She strained her ears. 
“There is a sound. It’s just a 
queer rumble, but it’s e 
static “4 

“Static, more likely,” he 
corrected. ‘But it shows we’re 
getting something.” 

She frowned. ‘It’s 
important to get somewhere. 


more 


But what’s that? It was like 
‘Toot, toot!’” 
He was puzzled. ‘Heard 


Must be, we’re get- 
But what 


it myself. 
ting a high voltage. 
it means “ 

She cast aside the cuff in a 
passion. “If ‘toot, toot’ means 
anything, it means derision. Con 

confound your old wireless!” 

He faced her humbly. “If 
you wish to die here, I'll die 
happily with you.” 

She shook her head. “I 
won’t die here! I must close my 
eyes for the last time, where 
flowers bloom and birds sing.”’ 

“Your choice be mine!”” h« 
said. “I go with you.” 

They climbed the cliffs to 
the unknown. They gained 
heights windswept and _ bare. 
Not a house was insight. Yet, 
of a sudden, the girl gave a 


joyous cry: “Saved!” lick him! 


AND HIS OWN RECEIVED HIM 


Minister—Y ou're too young to be thinking of war. 
should let your father do the fighting. 
Tough kid—Father nuthin’! 














NOT" 


Before them was a road, and along the 
road rumbled a trolley car, labeled “Shor: 


Line—Ten-Cent Limit.” 

The man slapped his’ pocket, and 
groaned. “Saved? No; lost in the last 
lap! I’m broke. I left all my money on 


In the terrible confusion I didn’t 


the ship. 
think of stocking 


She flushed daintily. “I did! 1 
I—well, run ahead and stop the car, 
and when I overtake you, I'll pay your 
fare.” 





NOT IN IT 
You 


Say, mister, mother can 
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IT TOO SERIOUSLY. 


The professor (surreptitiously ‘ helping" his ball out of an exceptionally bad “ lie”)—Tut, tut! Why be so meticulously 
scrupulous? After all, you know—it's only a game! 


“Doubly my angel!”’ he cried, and grasped her hands. 

She freed herself, but not wrathfully or rudely “Well, we do 
seem to hit it out together, when each of us is ready to do his bit,”’ 
she confessed. 

““My—my own!” he panted. 

She smiled up at him divinely. ‘*Almost—but not quite,’’ she 
breathed. ‘This is off—if you don’t stop that car.” 

“Oh, but can you beat it!” he rhapsodized. 

“You'd better!”’ she said, with fine, feminine acumen. 

So he did. 

The Aim of Charity 

“Sweet charity is always gratefully received.”’ 

“IT don’t know about that. Once in London I saw a lovely lady 
throw a penny to a street beggar— 

“And wasn’t he pleased?” 

“Well, he wasn’t so blooming pleased. You see, it was one 
of those English pennies, and it hit him in the eye.” 





When a woman says what she wants is a larger sphere, what 
she really wants is a larger flat. 


\ 


The Proof 
‘‘What makes you think the Joneses are so well off?” 
“Mrs. Jones is continually complaining of a lack of funds.” 





Native—This old town used to be pretty quiet ; but we ’ve been having 
a lot of disorder lately. 

Drummer—What seems to be the trouble? Bad element moving in ? 

Native—No, someone went and started a peace society. 








Health Guyeds 
© SECURE a smooth complexion, use sandpaper. 

For indigestion, drink anything that will divert the mind. 
Eliminate boils as soon as they appear, using scissors or file. 

For a sore toe, first cut off 
the toe. 

When germs are present, kill 
them; saving yourself if pos- 
sible. 

For chills, hot air; for fever, 
ice; for sweats, a mangle. 

All bad eyes should be re- 
placed with glass. It is sanitary. 

If the throat is sore, re- 
move tonsils; if still sore, re- 
move the larynx; if that is not 
sufficient, examine thoroughly 
and operate on the nose, ears, 
or stomach as preferred. 

Before an attack of appendi- 
citis, examine bank account. 

Gray hair isa boon. It may be dyed any color. 

For a child prone to convulsions, try the movies. 

If you are deaf you are unfortunate in not being able to enjoy 
necessary noise. But, fortunately, you do enjoy the unnecessary. 

Nothing will break up a stiff joint like machinery. If, however, 
that should fail, employ either boiling or freezing. 

For sore feet select only the best carpets. 

An attack of neuralgia may be shortened by removing so much 
of the affected nerve. Repeat as often as desired. 

The rest cure demands beds and couches instead of chairs, this 
being the most recent discovery essential thereto. 

In sudden illness be sure to be fragrant of whiskey. This will 
facilitate police diagnosis. 

Don’t insist on keeping your health all the time. It’s stingy. 

-Tod Chenevix. 








The Wink 
A= THE LAWS of physiology and psychology manifest them- 
selves in the fraction of a moment it takes to wink the eye. A 
fortune has been saved by one man catching the furtive wink of 
another at a critical moment, and a girl has lost or made a home for 
life with it. 

The wink is all things to all men. It may be honest or dishonest ; 
leading or misleading; comic or tragic; ardent or insolent, and it can 
take the place of a suggestive smile or frown in a fraction of the time. 
The wink is often used as a danger signal. It puts a stop to heed- 
less garrulity. In the eloquent eye it may denote kindness. Ex- 
altation, egotism, vanity, pride and delight are all expressed in that 
curious closing or snapping of the lids. 

Of such importance is the wink that it might almost be regarded 
as a part of a person’s armor with-which to fight life’s battles. 
When one remembers the value that is attributed to it in psycholog- 


ical moments it might be claimed that training the lids for this 
purpose is excusable. One may fail to understand or catch a 
wink and serious damage ensue. At times it is more potent than 
a volley of words, and only a few have failed to avail themselves 
of its potency. 

The wink is used by lovers; by confederates in crime; the gam- 
bler cultivates it; the business man depends upon it; the Wall 
Street man couldn’t do without it; the old man particularly enjoys 
it; it is prettiest and most deadly in the mischievous eye of the girl 
of sixteen. 

The only emotion that denies the wink a place is grief. Mischief 
always invites it to take part and the man who has never winked 
must be a surly fellow indeed! —G. Vere Tyler. 


Things We Never Miss 
7 HE right change when somebody insists on paying the bus fare. 
That creaky step in the stair at two A. M. on lodge night. 
The 5:15 when dinner is an hour late. 
Our check book when the bunch goes broke. 
The boss in the elevator the one day we took the table d’hote 
“with” for lunch. H. R. Baukhage. 
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The Turning of the Worm 
ENRIETTA, you are still the pretty 
charmer . 
That you were when first we met that sum- 
mer’s day; 
And beyond a doubt you think I’m still a 
farmer 
Just an awkward, simple, silly sort of jay. 
I have followed you from mountainside to ocean, 
And escorted you to concert, dance and show; 


I have tried to prove my absolute devotion 
By every trick of gallantry I know. 


Though by nature I was built more like a 
freighter 
Than the swift and trim and graceful subma- 
rine, 
To your whims I've tried consistently to cater 
{nd I’m forty-five while you—look seventeen. 


I took lessons in the maxixe and fandango, 
The bolero and the ragtime minuet; 

While the new steps that I mastered in the tango 
Were at least an even thousand, on a bet! 


Henrietta, though my heart with sorrow’s aching, 
Here is where the road we've traveled sepa- 
rates: 
For I'd rather chance my heart than risk the 
breaking 
Of my neck for you, upon a pair of skates! 
—Maurice Switzer. 


Bearcat Distinguishes Himself 
“MY LEAST boy, Bearcat, showed off 
some at the cantata in the school 
house tuther night,” related Mr. Gap John- 
son of Rumpus Ridge, Ark. ‘’Mongst 
other things they perpetrated a tableau 
called ‘Empty is the Cradle; Baby’s Gone!’ 
They had a cradle on the platform, and 
Bearcat, all trimmed up ‘in a white robe 
with wings on the back, was lying in it, with 
a belt around his waist under the gown and 
a wire running over a hook in the ceiling 
and out through a hole in the winder 
pane. The Glee Club was going to get off 
the song, and at the proper moment a 
bunch of boys outside would pull the wire 
and haul Bearcat up’ards, perdoocin’, it 
was estimated, a solemn and moving spec- 
tacle 
“But they wanted to have the tableau 
along towards the last, and as the platform 
was small and they didn’t have any scenery 
they put Bearcat in the cradle and set ‘em 
back of the teacher’s desk before the crowd 
came. He is only four years old and 
nacher’!| enough he fell asleep, and when 
the Glee Club turned loose it didn’t wake 
him. The first thing he knew he was climb- 
ing heavenward out of a dream with some- 
thing pulling at him. Forgetting where he 
was he gave a yell and grabbed the cradle. 
Up they went, Bearcat, cradle and all. 
The load was heavier than the bovs outside 
expected, and they buckled to it right ably 
So when the kid dropped the cradle about 
three-quarters of the way up, the reaction 
caused the boys to yank him against the 


ceiling with a fury that like to have busted 
the poor little feller’s crust. You never 
heard such cussing out of a four-year-old 
in all your life! Although he’s my boy, 
I had no idee he was half so fluent!” 
—Tom P. Morgan. 


The Ultimate Consumer 
Little Sister—I would laugh if I got a nice 
box of candy for my birthday. 
Big Brother—So would I. 
Little Sister—But why would you laugh? 
Big Brother—Because I’m bigger than 
you are. 


Heredity 
M other—Geraldine’s teacher says she is 
on the merit roll again. 
Grandmother—She’s her father’s girl, bless 
her! Hiram always did the most meretri- 
cious work! 


Adversity 
66C\WEET are the uses of adversity,” 
Which teaches us to love the luscious 
prune 
And cheap tobacco steeped with mystery, 
And to accept fried liver as a boon 
And clothes of last year’s model, scarred with 
mending, 
And bills unpaid, uncivil and unending. 


O, let Bill Shakespeare praise it, foolish scribe, 
And name it benefactor if he like. 
Adversity and I don’t seem to jibe; 
And, when it calls, I always long to hike. 
It may perhaps be one of man’s best teachers, 
But I prefer prosperity’s fair features! 
—Walter G. Doty. 
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BLUFF 


Myrtilla, on a breezy day, 

When you see chappies standing pat, 
Why do you innocently say 

“What are those fellows looking at?” 


Easy to See 
Brown—The boss says that when he was 
a boy on the farm they had a mule that was 
just like one of the family. 
Jones—Yes, and I know which one. 
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Little Binks—Now, d’ ye know what I’m going to do? When I get to th’ office I’m going to 
call you up and discharge you ! 











Betty—Between Ned and Jim, to which does she lean > 


HEAR him sadly moan 
When sleep draws near at night 
He prowls the fence alone 
And sings of feats of might, 
Of lustful appetite, 
Of slaughtered bird and rat 
\t once sleep takes to flight! 
I fear thy song, O Cat! 


| Ballade of a Singing Cat 


Then, when his baritone 
Has: reached its frenzied 
height, 
Still other cats unknown 
Assist him to recite. 
With vigor they indict 
Some cat‘ish plutocrat; 
And I, poor helpless wight, 
I fear thy song, O Cat! 


I toss and sigh and groan 
Upon my pillows white; 
For hopes of rest have flown 
When cats begin to fight 
I hear them swear and bite, 
I hear each smallest spat 
Until the sky is light 
I fear thy song, O Cat! 
Beware, thou Bedlamite! 
Beware, begone and scat! 
\roint thee, blatherskite! 
I fear thy song, O Cat! 
K. L 


Robert 


Economy 

“Why, Bobbie, you have cleaned off the 
snow only in the most unimportant spots; 
why didn’t you do the rest?” 

“T was afraid that you couldn’t afford to 
have the rest done.” 

Few men look for an umbrella when 
greeted by a storm of applause. 





Even So 
has returned to the monarchical 
But even so, Tenny- 


China 
form of government. 
son would probably not say to-day: 

“Better fifty years of Europe than a cycle 
of Cathay.” 


What He Said 
“So Grabum is after everything he can 
get. Did you say he was getting well off?”’ 
“Not exactly. I merely remarked that he 
was getting off easily.” 






A yy kK Ahet & 


Tom—Well, | ‘ve noticed face powder on Ned's shoulder, but never on Jim's. 


The Eternal Question 
The ingénue—Do you love me? 
The fiancte—Do vou love me? 
The wife—Do you Jove me? 
The old maid—Do you love me? 


Diplomats 
“Old Millyuns says that since he made his 
pile of money he feels like a neutral nation.” 
“Why is that?” 
“Because he has so many diplomatic re- 





lations.” 
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HE WENT TO BED WITH THE CHICKENS 
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Bringing Up Young America 
EACHER at the Finals: “Harry, can 
you find the cube root of 345267?” 
“Easily.” 
“Do you know the date of every battle, 
and the commander of 
every important division 
in the American Revolu 
tion?” 

“I do.” 


“Can you recite’ the 





{ -| important partsof Burke’s 
} » addresses?” 
a] pe os 
{\g, | garry I can. 
\2 “Can you give the main 
\\ divisions of geologic time?” 
kJ p “Yes.” 


“Are you acquainted 
with the more recent pale 
ontological discoveries? ”’ 

“Fully.” 

‘Will you tell us in your own words just 
what you think your high school course ha; 
done for you?” 

“Tt has grounded me in the fundamentals 
of Latin; my work in Botany has been exten- 
sive; I have a rather complete knowledge 
of Greek; my reading knowledge of Old 
English is fair; I can read and pronounce 
Chaucer easily; and my knowledge of the 
self-evident propositions of geometry has 
been commended more than once.” 

“And deservedly, too. We congratulate 
you. I suppose you will be busy on the farm 
from now on?” 


The Result of the First Day 
¢¢— HAD no idee there was such a lot 
a-going on!”’ chirped fat little Mrs. 
Bung of Bung’s Corners, as she opened a 
puffy rapid-fire on Mrs. Tipps, also of the 
same neighborhood. 

“What’s it all "bout, Malissy?”’ gurgled 
Mrs. Tipps, her eyes commencing to bulge 
with excitement. “It’s a gittin’ late, an’ 
I'd a-orter be home this minute fixin’ 
supper for my old man, but lan’ 
sakes, if there’s any news——”’ 

“Well, t’ begin with, there’s 
a straw-ride t’night, down to 
Blueport, that Saray Huggins 
and Jeff Shuckles is a gittin’ up, 
an’ a big pile of young folks is 
a-goin’. Marthy Spiles has been 
took with another sick spell, and 
Sol. Coker is a-goin’ to haul cord- 
wood to-morrow from Tivton 
he’s got two loads sold to Buzz 
Lanny. Mis’ Lawser is a-goin’ 
tohaveacard party nixt Tuesday 
night, and ‘pears like most 
everybody in town was axed 
but me. 

“The Sposhkin boys killed 
two skunks on Sprague’s Lane 
last night, and has got traps set 
for a fox they see, but couldn’t 





git a shot at. Park Ginnis is a-goin’ to build 
an addition to his henhouse, and Sophie 
Meyow has had her pet canary ett up by 
the tomcat. 

“‘ Mis’ Boskins baked seven loaves of bread 
this mornin’ that riz jist grand and Dolph 
Ginnis is sorter courtin’ Liz Toppers, and 
she with her las’ husband hardly mor’n 
cold in the ground—ain’t it awful! 

“Simp Sketers found ten cents in the 
gutter near the pust-office, an’ Buzz Nutt 
claims it’s hissen, and that he lost it there 
nigh onto three year ago. Nink Garboo 
skinned his hand in th’ door—tryin’ to dodge 
his wife most likely! Malissey Loomis made 
two gingham aprons a few days back, Lud 
Bobbins catched four rats in one trap las’ 
night and Skid Liddy he E 

‘“‘For the lan’ sakes, Mis’ Bung, wher’d 
you git all this news?” 

“Why, Bessie Tubbs, what’s got the 
Central job at our new tellyphone exchange, 
jist told me. They started up th’ exchange 
this mornin’, you know!” 


—William Sanford. 


’ 





Seasonal Signs 
HEN Mother gets the camphor out 
We know that spring is here; 
The garden-sass begins to sprout, 
When Mother gets the camphor out: 
Now chilling winds are put to rout 
Good-bye to winter gear! 
When Mother gets the campbor out 
We know that spring is here! 
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But He Didn’t Know It 
She—Before we were married you told me 
you were well off. 


Tt—Well, I was 











A GAME OF CHANCE 


Obiter Dicta 
The Optimist gloats over the place where 
he first saw the light of day. 


The Pessimist gloats over the men who 
have never seen daylight since. 


With standardized salaries, efficiency 
experts and bureau researches to raise hob 
with the public crib, it’s a wise ox that knows 
his own fodder. 

Government bureaus are of two kinds— 
those you can’t get along with, and those 
you can get along without. Each is the more 


numerous. -Albert E. Hoyt. 
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SOME COMFORT 


First mate—No use, captain. 


We're froze in for the winter 
Captain—Well, we don't need to worry about submarines, anyway 








ANE ANN,” the husband sternly cries, “‘we simply must econ- 

omize. To-day I got the grocer’s bill, and I experienced a chill. 

You’re buying all expensive stuff, when cheaper things are good 
enough. 

“You've blown yourself for fruits and jams, and bottled goods 
and fancy hams, imported raisins, prunes and peas, and costly slabs 
of sweitzer cheese. There is no sense in that, say I, when Cost of 
Living is so high. I strive and struggle in the mart, and break my 
galluses and heart, to have some roubles put away, against the cold 
and rainy day. But what’s the use? A reckless wife will nullify 
man’s toil and strife. 

“In olden times the housewife made such things as jam and mar- 
malade. She did not to the grocer chase for costly things, to feed her 
face. My sainted mother made preserves—I wish that you could 
watch her curves. She bought tomatves by the crate, and made our 
catsup, simply great. She filled the cellar shelves each fall with 
stuff she canned, from wall to wall, and when we wished some 
pickled greens, or prune preserves or jellied beans, she pulled a 
package from a shelf—the real hot stuff she canned herself. 

“The modern housewife never tries in that way to economize. 
She loafs around the house all day, and reads the works of Bertha 
Clay, or writes a paper for her club, and orders pre-digested grub. 
This sort of thing will have to cease, as sure as you’re your uncle’s 
niece. I dread the poorhouse, day by day; it’s but a few short 
versts away, and if you don’t cut down our bills, full soon we'll 
jaunt across the hills, to that abode of grief and care, and with the 
paupers sit and swear.” 

We see him later at the bar, where all his thirsty cronies are; 
he’s saying, generous and free, ‘‘Step up here, boys, this round’s 
on me!” 

Blundering Man 
NLIKE adorable woman, men vary. There are at least two 
kinds of them. Unfortunately, both are tolerated—tolerated 
-qually, just because they are men. There is the ordinary man that 
everybody recognizes as indigenous, and there is the one who never 
quite achieves man’s estate, whom we all pity. It is he, this weak- 
ling, who has made all the trouble for both sexes. It is he who 

has wronged the gentler and superior one. 


And well may he blush—if he does blush. The full responsibility 
for our topsy-turvy social state is his. Had he shown himself 
efficient in any possible way, let alone a cultural one, he would have 


made and kept woman happy in her blooming, legitimate sphere. 


As it is, his essential task of leadership is annulled, and lovely 


femininity is buried under the rubbish of the nondescript. 


The rare normal man is unable to lift his weak brother out of the 





pit into which the latter has fallen. The calamity invited upon 
himself baffles the powers of small numbers. The normal man is in 
the minority. His prerogative has about disappeared. He no 
longer points out to woman her duty. She would not look toward it 
if he did. She has seen so few real men lately, men that size up to 
her lofty standards, that she is quite persuaded they are extinct. She 
at least has her wits mobilized. More; they appear to dominate the 
field. 

Man in general has so permitted this development that to the 
stronger (sic) sex remains no subtle vestige of tacit chivalry. The 
new woman ignores any possibility of man’s concern and ideals 
rising higher than fashioning for her the hobble-skirt and the crino- 
line. Small wonder that she underrates him. 

Yes, when regal man turned dull, kind, stupid, indolent, he 
erected a pedestal, placed his sometime queen admiringly upon it, 
then forgot that she was a statue, and forgot, too, that she. had 
come to believe herself in the position of command. She had been 
divested of her humanity in its most precious sense, and of course 
may never recall it in the new order of things. For, has she not, of 
her own genius, created a new order? 

Naturally, man has fallen. Masculine magnanimity has disap- 
peared. Ah, the pity of it! And in its wake has perished something 
without which the earth can no more revolve—properly, that is. 
The balance of order is disturbed; certain important relations are 
ruined. Man is guilty of the weakest links in the chain of his sex. 
Can he ever repairthem? Let himtry. Let him begin the task by 
finding for us the normal woman who has sung sweetly down the 
ages! Let him explain, if he can, the incomprehensible shouts for 
feminism—whatever that may mean—all about his ears! Let him 
revive the enchanting feminine woman! 

But he is probably too late, as usual. He will continue to blun- 
der along, and all that is to be said may be summed up in few words. 
He monopolizes the vote, and yet he cannot even find his collar- 
button. —Judson M. Hinchthone. 





“I'll make them give me my money back” 


























os SEE your maid has come back,” said 

Mrs. Tuthill, enviously. “This is the 
third time, isn’t it?’’ Mrs. Mumpower ac- 
cepted the 
com pliment 
with a slight, 
knowing 
smile. Mrs. 
Mumpower’s 
jewel Se 
grid 
came back. 
It made no 
difference 
who lured 
her away nor 
on what pre- 
text—whether that of shorter hours, more 
pay, or even the seductive promise of 
entertaining her gentleman friend in 
the dining-room—Segrid, after a few 
days, always came back. “I bane 
back,” Segrid would announce in the 
broken language of her northern home 
land, appearing at the back door with 
a suitcase and a smile. “I bane sorry 
I go work more hard t’an effer.”” Mrs. 
Mumpower would smile wisely and 
send her to her dormer room, not even 
having made a pretense at securing an 
other serving person. Mrs. Mumpower 
had lost three or four days, but the re 
newed energy with which Segrid threw 
herself into. her work more than made 
up for the lapse. One thing Mrs. Mum- 
power knew and that was that repent- 
ant Segrid would return aftera few days 
more humble and more industrious 
than ever—but her secret reposed only 
in her own bosom. 

“Yes,”’ said Mrs. Mumpower in an- 
swer to Mrs. Tuthill. “It’s the third 
time,” and switched the conversation 
to cooking butter. 

“How do you manage it?” asked Mrs. 
Tuthill pointedly, who did not stoop to 
indirectness to find directions out. 

But Mrs. Mumpower would not tell. 
She murmured something about letting 
Segrid get away early on Thursday 
mornings and asked, without pretense 





always 














By HOMER CRO} 


of making a gradual shift of subject, how 
the Belgian sewing was getting along. 

Mrs. Mumpower had worked too long and 
too hard, had striven too mightily to bring 
Segrid to her present high state of domestic 
efficiency to risk her secret. Now that Se- 
grid could make and bake perfectly and 
could speak a little picturesque English, she 
was almost legal tender. 

“Cat!” said Mrs. Tuthill to herself after 
she had gone on. ‘‘She won't tell how she 
keeps her maid, she deserves to have her 


taken away—and I'll do it myself!’ 





HIS DOUBLE CALL 


Minister—I have just received a call to Chicago which | 
think I shall accept. 

Parishioner—I thought you had received one to Mil- 
waukee ? 

Minister—The Chicago call is a trifle—er—louder. 


But Mrs. Mumpower suspected, when a 
voice called up over the telephone and asked 
for Segrid; Mrs. Mumpower explained that 
Segrid couldn’t understand over the tele- 
phone, but that she would gladly deliver the 
message to her. So Mrs. Tuthill had to 
catch Segrid Thursday morning down by 
the trolley track. 

At the end of the week Segrid came down 
with her straw suitcase and a guilty expres 
sion, but the fact that she took a street in the 
opposite direction from Mrs. Tuthill’s did 
not mislead Mrs. Mumpower. Mrs. Mum 
power managed to pass about the time the 
postman rang and came away satisfied. 

‘“*She was a gem with just one flaw,”’ Mrs. 
Tuthill told Mrs. Rohn in an across-the 
privet confidence. “She was a splendid 
worker and always turned out th 
lights, but she would not sweep down 
the cobwebs. She would wipe right up 
to a cobweb and then go around it as 
if it was sacred. I could tell her time 
after time and she’d say, ‘Bery well,’ 
and then leave it alone as if it would 
bite. You know very well, Mrs. Rohn, 
you can’t have a house hung with cob- 
webs—no amount of explaining will 
keep company from smiling knowingly 
and going out and saying, ‘Mrs. Tut- 
hill’s house is a sight, with spider 
traps in every corner. No wonder her 
husband never invites anyone over.’ 
You know how they always pity the 
husband. But Segrid positively refused 
to touch ’em. She’d just stand there 
and shake her head and say, ‘I bane 
ready to die first,’ so I had to let her go. 
I couldn’t have her get the upperhand 
like that.” 

“Where did she go?” 

“Back to Mrs. Mumpower’s. She 
always does. ‘I bane back and I will 
neffer leave again,’ she would say 
sheepishly and Mrs. Mumpower would 
take her back with open arms. Her 
house must be a sight. I should think 
that poor Mr. Mumpower would feel 
awfully humiliated when—” but she did 
not finish. 

When Mrs. Tuthill called unneces- 
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Polly—How well Kathleen skates now. Ted 


sarily at Mrs. Mumpower’s a week later to 
distribute Belgian sewing materials, her rov- 
ing and disappointed eye did not fasten on a 
single arach- 
nid tracery. 
The house 
was as spick 
and faultless 
as a window 
display. 

Other wom- 
en tempt- 
ed the Fin- 
nish find 
with differ- 
ent and vary- 
ing offers, but always, as regular as clock- 
work, Segrid came back to attack Mrs. 
Mumpower’s household cares with redou- 
bled energy, until seductive attempts were 
no longer made to lure Segrid from her low 
salaried but dependable position. And all 
were secretly glad when Segrid packed her 
worn suitcase for the last time and tripped 
off to be the bride of a rising young cabinet 
maker. 

‘“*What do you think?”’said Mrs. Tuthill 
indignantly to Mrs. Rohn, as they were 
walking home from an afternoon at Belgian 
bandages. ‘Mrs. Mumpower let it out how 
she was able to keep that Finnish maid of 











-What? Why, she can’t stay five consecutive minutes on her feet. 


hers. I overheard her telling it and I think 
it’s awful. She told her that it was bad luck 
to sweep down cobwebs! And when the 
maid caught her finger in the dumbwaiter 
Mrs. Mumpower made her believe it was 
because she had torn down a cobweb the day 
before. When she saw the maid accidentally 
brush one down she put a mop on the cellar 
stairs for her to stumble over. The maid got 
to be ’fraid as death of them—-and then 
what do you suppose Mrs. Mumpower 
would do? Thursdays, when the maid was 
out, she’d slip around and sweep them down 
herself! I think it’s awful to teach such 
things to a poor working girl that has just 
come over to this country. Why, Mrs. 
Rohn, it’s downright lying!” 


The Negative 
667T’HE photograph you've given me, 
How sweet and true to life it is! 
Some day I hope to ask,” said he, 
“For the original of this.” 


“That,” she replied, “might seem, perchance, 
Somewhat too much for me to give; 
Yet will I promise’ in advance 
That you shall have the negative.” 
Eugene C. Dolson. 
Some people who are dying to attract 
attention don’t until they do. 














Polly—But she falls so gracetully ! 


Indications 
HEN the sunlight warm and cheery 
Makes your winter clothes look weary, 
And your heavy underwear begins to cling; 
When the garden’s mammoth ash pile 
Marks the tomb of last fall’s cash pile, 
And the dicky birds and bards begin to sing; 
When the women’s clothes grow brighter 
And the clouds and bills grow lighter; 
Then it’s pretty safe to gamble that it’s spring 
Walter G Doty. 














They say this beast is living yet. 

When I was there in nineteen-four, 

One night we thought we heard one roar 
—Don Augur. 
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AN EVENING WRAP 























B E T W E 


HE CRITIC was host at his club to the 

T Tired Business Man and Me. An ex- 

cellent dinner had put all of us in a 

good humor, and the post-prandial conversa- 

tion had drifted toward things dramatic. 

The Critic, over the cigarettes and liqueurs, 
waxed eloquent. 

“T have seen two plays lately that were 
not morbid, not tragic, and dealt not with 
the fifty-seven varieties of sex,” said he. 
“T am bound to admit that. neither of them 
was remarkable—but they were different. 
I am speaking of ‘The Melody of Youth’ 
and ‘Pay-Day’.”’ 

“T didn’t like ‘The Melody of Youth’,” 
said the Tired Business Man. “There 
wasn’t enough to it.”’ 

“There certainly was not a great deal of 
plot; and that well-known article known to 
the elect as ‘punch’ was also conspicuous 
by its absence,” replied the Critic. “But 
I found it a distinct relief. The lines were 
clever—to say nothing of their being in 
accord with the best traditions of the Irish 
as they are played; the acting is fair; the 
staging is beautiful—in short, the piece 
has any number of good points.” 

“Just the same, I knew all along how it 
would end,” said the Tired Business Man. 

“But, hang it all, it wasn’t a mystery 
play,” cried the Critic. ‘“‘You seem to think 
that nothing is good unless it keeps you in 
suspense for the entire evening. The lack 
of that element was one of the things that 
I enjoyed most.” 

“Well, you can’t say that ‘Pay-Day’ didn’t 
keep you in suspense,” retorted the Tired 
Business Man. 

“It did—to a certain extent,” replied the 
Critic. “I was on the edge of my seat half 
the time, until I would remember that the 
whole thing was only a scenario; and I 
noticed that the audience were laughing 
most of the time. ‘Pay-Day,’ I am frank to 
say, I enjoyed; as much for the novelty of 
the idea as for the play itself. Vincent 
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By CYRIL ANDREW 


Serrano was a most convincing super vil- 
lain; and Irene Fenwick made a splendidly 
downtrodden heroine.” 

“Getting back to ‘The Melody of 
Youth’,” said I, “did you notice that almost 
without exception the cast were Irish? An 
Irish play that numbers among its cast 
such names as Mary Leslie Mayo, Charles 
McCarthy, Brandon Tynan, Thomas 
McGrane and William Harrigan certainly 
has a right to claim naturalness, if nothing 
else.”’ 

‘**The Melody of Youth’,” said the Critic, 
“will not make a great hit; but it has a 
great deal of natural charm which should 
carry it through. It is a nice, enjoyable— 
where are you going?” This last to the 
Tired Business Man, who had risen after 
consulting his watch. 

















WHITE 
ONE OF JUDGE’S FAVORITES 
MRS. FISKE 
Who in “Erstwhile Susan” newly illustrates her versatility 
in a genre comedy rile. 
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“T shall have to leave you,” said the Tired 
Business Man, with a buoyancy that belied 
his habit and suggested happy expectation. 
“I’m going to the Cohan Revue.” 

“Haven’t you seen that yet?” asked the 
Critic. 

“Only four times, and I guess I shall see 
it as many more.” 

“Aw—that’s unusual! It’s a diverting 
thing, Tl admit; but what can there be 
about it that pleases you so extravagantly?” 

“A lot of things. It makes me laugh at 
some plays and some stage conventions 
that I have taken seriously. And one can 
get glimpses in its ensembles of a varied 
lot of stunning chorus-girls. And 

“Ah! That’s it!” The Critic sniffed. 

“But I hadn’t finished. The most re- 
markable things in the Revue are the imita- 
tions. In the travesty of ‘The Great Lover’ 
you’d swear you actually saw Ditrichstein. 
This chap Winninger, who plays him, is a 
wonder! And Miss Juliet—if that’s her 
name—among other clever things, imitates 
Emily Stevens with just the emphasis that 
shows you how definitely Miss Stevens her- 
self imitates Mrs. Fiske.” 

“But it’s only imitation, my dear fellow, 
after all.” 

“T know it is; but it’s so funny that it’s 
worth seeing any number of times. That 
trial scene is a scream. It’s the only trial 
scene I’ve really enjoyed since trial scenes 
became indispensable. And as for imita- 
tion—what’s acting but imitation—simula- 
tion?” 

“Acting is imitation—right enough; it 
‘holds the mirror up to nature’—or is sup- 
posed to. But why paint the lily? Imita- 
tion of imitation is surely carrying things 
a bit too far.” 

“That particular form of painting the 
lily has been the rule in literature since the 
invention of printing,” retorted the Tired 
Business Man, “and it’s a poor rule that 
won’t cover two fields.” 
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: 
Reassuring 
Vama —Rudi, was fallt dir ein, auf d nuchternen 
Magen solch einen unreifen Apfel zu essen? 
Rudi—Aber, Mama, ich bin ja gar nicht mehr 
ichtern, ich habe schon vier Aepfel gegessen! 


Mama—Rudi, what are you thinking of to 
eat a green apple on an empty stomach? 

Rudi—But, mama, my stomach isn’t 
empty, I’ve already eaten four apples. 
Meggendorfer Blaetter (Munich). 
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Civil Marriage 

Siandesbeamter: ‘Sie wissen, dass der Mann de 
Weibes Haupt ist, er muss sie schitzen und schirmen 
Dagegen ist es Pflicht der Frau, dem Manne tberallhin 
zu folgen.”’ 

Braut (unterbrechend): ‘“O 
bei uns ab! 

Standesbeamter. “Ja warum denn?” 

Braut-—*‘ Mein zukinftiger Mann ist Landbrieftrager 

Official—You must know that the hus- 
band is the head—he must protect and shel- 
ter his wife. And, on the other hand, it is 
the duty of the wife to follow her husband 
everywhere. 

Bride (interrupting)—Oh, please alter this 
in our case! 

Official—But, why? 

Bride—My future husband is a letter 
carrier in the country!—Fliegende Blaetter 


(Munich). 
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The Broken Mirror 
Paddy (who has had his periscope smashed 
by a bullet)—Sure. there’s séven years’ bad 
luck for the poor divil that broke that, 
annvhow.—Punch (London). 














A Matter of Temperature 


vous?” 


Vous savez qu'il brule d'amour pour 
‘Oh! . . .il brule! . . . A peine 38,5! 


“Don’t you know that he’s burning up 
with love for you?” 


“Oh burning! Hardly ror.” 
Le Rire (Paris). 
A Perfect Epicure 
Mrs. Brown—My ‘usband, ’e’s a very 


dainty feeder. 

Mrs. Green—Is ’e? Now my old man is 
jest so much the other way about; ’e’s a 
perfeck epicure, ’e’ll eat anythink.—The 
Tatler (London). . 























Tout Complet 
Nurse—Now is there anything else I can 
do for you? 
Tommy—(with vinegar cloth on_ head, 
salt bag on chest, and mustard plaster on 
feet)—Well, Nurse, you might just put a 


pepper plaster on my back, and then I shall 
be a bloomin’ cruet. 


Bystander (London). 
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“If I don’t make a strike soon I’ll chuck 
a hand grenade at ’em.’’—Meggendorfer Blaet 
ter (Munich). 





The client—I understood you to say that 
your charges would.be light! 


The agent—I believe I 
would be nominal, but-—— 

The client—Oh, I see; you meant ph 
nomenal!—Sketch (London). 


did say my fee 

















Born 1820 
—Sitll going strong. 
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Host: ‘** JouNNte WALKER,” PLEASE, AND MAKE SURE THIS TIME THAT THE NON-REFILLABLE FITMENT IS INTACT. 
THE LAST TIME IT WAS CUT OFF.” 


Friend: ** YoU ARE VERY PARTICULAR.” 


Host : “* WHEN YOU HAVE TRIED ‘ JOHNNIE WALKER’ FROM THE NON-REFILLABLE BOTTLE, YOU WILL REALISE THAT 
TO BE PARTICULAR IS WORTH WHILE.” 


It is a satisfaction for you to know positively that ‘‘ Johanie Walker” Red Label always has been and always 
wiil be kept fully up to its guaranteed age. 


Every drop of Red Label is over 10 years old before released from bond. The “non-refillable” does the rest. 


GUARANTEED SAME QUALITY THROUGHOUT THE WORLD. 
Agents: WILLIAMS & HUMBERT, 1158 Broadway, NEW YORK. 


JOHN WALKER & SONS, Lrp., Wuisky Distitters, KILMARNOCK. ScoTLanp. 


































































THE! UNIVERSAL PIPE 
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Because of the “well” in 
the bowl of the Welling- 
ton, the last grain of to- Se 
bacco burns toa dry ash. e| 
It means a clean, cool, 
dry smoke from start to 
finish. That’sonereason {| 
why the Wellington is =~ 
=» the most popular pipe 
* in the world. 

Li At All Dealers’ 





35c and up 
Look for the triangle if 
WDC on pipes of every = § 
style. It means greatest ik 
pipe value. fa 





WILLIAM DEMUTH & CO. 
New York 





SUNNY BROOK, 


The 
PURE FOOD, & 


Whiskey {@ 


any 


= 
iva inser tor J} 4A 
Is Back Of ‘ 
Every Bottle 











WANTED—AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 


simple thing to patent. Protect your ideas, they mav bring 
you wealth. Write for “Needed l.ventions’ and “How to 
Get Your Patent and Your Money.” Randolph & Co. 
Patent Attorneys, Dept. 129, Washington, D.C. 





PERSONAL 
Messrs. GOODERHAM & WORTS (Limited), Toronto, Canada, 
beg ‘to announce that the whisky they are now sending to the United 
States is TEN YEARS OLD. 











By ANNA 


Echoes from Manitoba 
HERE IS nothing dull about a legislative 
triumph for woman: suffrage. The 
suffragists do not march on the state house; 
wrest voting privileges from the law-makers; 
walk sternly away leaving the solons sulking 
in their seats. Not a bit of it. Men and 
women are never so pleased with each other 
as when the men have just given and the 
women have just received the right to vote. 
Manitoba, where early in the year woman 
suffrage made port without an adverse breeze 
that is, without an adverse vote—proved 
it anew. 
The minute the bill was passed everybody 
Being patriotic, 
Then the women 
Fellows” 


arose and burst into song. 
they sang “O Canada!” 

sang “They Are Jolly Good 
meaning the men who 
voted for suffrage. Then 
the men sang “‘ They Are 
Jolly Good Fellows” 

meaning the women 
whom they had invited 


into the government. 
Even the man _ who 
feared that “if women 


voted men would have 
to stay home and tend 
the baby in political cam- 
paigns” voted “yes” 
and wished the ladies 
success—whether in vot- 
ing or getting their hus- 
bands domiciled he did 
not explain. 

“Woman,” declared 
one legislator, “would ! 
not change her nature or her methods 
because she was a voter. She would attack 
the evils of society by no masculine method, 
but exactly as she in domestic life attacked 
the setting hen, with patience and _per- 
severance; she attack the in- 
trenched evils of society.” 

The next day the press patted the province 
on the back, so to speak, and if one could 
believe all one saw and heard, it was plain 
that the men in Manitoba had never been 
truly glad that they had been born until 
they gave their women the vote. Men of 
Eastern states are invited to sit up and 
take notice. 


so would 


The Race Is to the Swift but Not the Battle 
to the Strong 
HEN THE earth was young, mammoth 
animals walked abroad and claimed 
it for their own. As the long train of ages 
moved along, these in time were displaced 
by smaller and more crafty creatures. 

When human society was young, brawn 
and muscle won all the prizes. But, as the 
long train of ages moved along, again 
cunning and craft triumphed. A light touch 
suffices for a machine gun and excess of 
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THE MODERN WOMAN 


Suffrage Facts and Fancies 


{DOGAN ETZ 





THE RIGHT FINGER IN THE PIE 


muscle wins nought a weak heart. 
The fittest shall survive, said Darwin. 
True, said Krapotkin, but who are the fit? 
We turn to the press for information and 
find two instances in one city daily: 

Three teachers cope in turn with a rural 
school in Oregon. Two men followed by a 
slight young woman. The men were routed 
by the pupils. The woman, by quietly 
shooting with her pocket revolver the cup of 
water out of the hand of the boy who was 
raising it to his lips in defiance of her order, 
won the day and all succeeding days. She 
thus survived as the fittest; the small and 
weak over the big and strong. 

A miss not yet out of her teens, a junior in 
Barnard, sprints for the Earle Prize in 
Greek and Latin with many Columbia 
youths. She leaves them 
by the wayside. In her 
high-school days she had 
also been the leading 
hundred-yard sprinter of 
her school. Again a lit- 
tle girl survives in com- 
petition with strong men 
and the fit is not the 
heavy-weight. 

Holding in mind these 
facts of biological history 
reinforced by current 
events, the feminist 
movement becomes no 
weird departure of a set 
of disgruntled females, 
but a part of the orderly 
progress of the world, 
and votes for women just 
the next pleasant easy step. If it is cunning 
and craft or skill and swiftness that are needed 
to qualify, woman is the creature with her 
nose already through the pasture bars. 


Save 


Men, Have a Heart! 
ASHION, that commercialized jade of 
whom women are merely the victims, 
decreed the hobble skirt. Nature kicked, 
and the slit—which otherwise would have 
been a tear—appeared. Then uprose 2 
chief of police in an Eastern city and put 
forth the edict that the slit should be just 
so many inches and not an inch more 

Fashion decreed the peek-a-boo waist. 
Peeking was not compulsory or necessarily 
harmful, but uprose a Southern solon and 
introduced a bill making this well-ventilated 
blouse illegal. 

And now when women are finding untold 
joy in the freedom of their short skirts so well 
above the mire, so clean and so safe, uprises 
another Southern solon and introduces a bill 
setting four inches from the ground and three 
from the neck as the top and bottom limits 
for a woman’s dress if she would evade the 
jail. O Men, have a heart! Let women ® 
the government or leave them out. 
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CELLULOID SONNETS 
BLANCHE SWEET 





HARTSOOK 


Dame Fortune sometimes fills your life with song, 

And scatters roses all along your way; 

The fairest, rarest dreams of youth and May 
In dazzling clusters ‘round you seem to throng. 
Then—jealous young Miss-Fortune comes along 

And casts a somber shadow on the play; 

The lilting song becomes a doleful lay, 

And all the world is filled with woe and wrong. 


But whether kindly fates conspire to bless, 
Or evil fates encumber you with blame 

In joy’s exuberance or grief's distress, 
Your feminine enchantments are the same. 

In spite of William Shakespeare, | confess, 
Blanche Sweet, | think there’s something in a 


name. W. Kee Maxwell. 


For the Boys 

They are starting a movement in Chicago 
to supply the schools with billiard-tables 
for the use of students. In this day of civic 
improvement this does not sound particu- 
larly remarkable; but it is an idea worthy 
of support. 

That ancient problem of Why Do Boys 
Go Wrong has been answered in many ways; 
but one of the most pertinent answers is 
the prevalence of the cheap pool-room. 
These places are frequented by the worst 
types of men and boys—toughs and “‘tin- 
horns,’ whose evenings are spent, in a haze 
of cigarette-smoke and an atmosphere of 
stale liquor, bending over the tables, sur- 
rounded by pictures of prize-fighters and 
race-horses. In such surroundings as these 
a boy can hardly have a chance to gain high 
ideals. 

Pool and billiards are games of skill. 
They are the most enjoyable form of indoor 
amusement yet devised. It is too bad that 
practically the only places where boys may 
play are of such a character that no parents 
would want their boys to go there. Hence 
the importation of tables and paraphernalia 
into the schools is a welcome improvement. 

Someone once said that to play billiards 
too well is a sign of a misspent youth. That 
temark holds good only as long as the con- 












EVINRUDING-IS. 


——— 















Row6doat MOTORING 


TORED-UP miles of boat rides— 
long, healthful hours of water sport, 
are yours in the Evinrude. Where | | 

you will and when you will, in any row- 
boat or canoe, on ocean, lake or river. No 
more rowing—you’re captain, not crew. 

Just a turn of the fly-wheel and you’re off 
for a cruise, with no thought of a long 
row home again. 


EVINRUDE 


DETACHABLE ROWBOAT & CANOE MOTORS 


There’s more speed, more power, in the new 
Evinrude Four-Cycle Twin—a two-cylinder, 
four-cycle motor, that runs smoothly and 
quietly, with almost no vibration. 
There's more speed, too, and other improve- 
ments, in the Single-Cylinder Models for 1916. 
The Evinrude Magneto— Built-In Fly-Wheel 
Type—is entirely insulated and waterproofed, 
furnishing perfect ignition, no matter how 
heavy the rain or how drenching the spray. 
Write for 1916 Catalog—just off the press. 
EVINRUDE MOTOR CO. 
332Evinrude Block, Milwaukee, Wis. 
Distributing Branches: 
69 Cortlandt St., New York, N. Y- 
214 State St., Boston, Mass, 
436 Market St., San Francisco,Cal. 
Front & Morrison, Portland, Ore, 
Over 60,000 Sold 
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The Top of 
Your Head 


should be covered with 
a natural growth of 
hair, and it can be— 
if roots are not dead. 
Dandruff can be 
removed and grey 
hair arrested through our Physical Cul- 
ture Exercises and local treatment for 


the scalp. Write for Information 


GRACE-MILDRED CULTURE COURSE 











Dept. 37, 624 S. Michigan Boulevard CHICAGO 


and all who contemplate marriage 


Should Own 


this complete informative book 


“The Science of a New Life” 
By JOHN COWAN, M.D. 


Endorsed and recommended by foremost 
medical and religious critics throughout 
the U.S. Unfolds the secrets of married 
happiness, so often revealed too late! No 
book like it to be had at the price. We can 
only give a few of the chapter subjects 
here as this book is not meant for children. 
(Agents wanted.) 

Marriage and Its Advantages. Age at Which 
to Marry. Law of Choice. Love Analysed. 
Qualities One Should Avoid in Choosing. An- 
atomy of Reproduction Amativeness. Conti- 
nence. Children. Genius. 

Conception. Pregnancy. 
LIGHT SLEEP. Nursing. 
ried Life is Secured. 








SPECIAL OFFER 

The regular price is 

3.00. In order to 
introduce this work 
into as many neigh- 
borhoods as possible 
we will, for a limited 
time, send one copy 
only to any reader of 
pm ag agazine, post- 
paid, upon re- Descriptive circular pirios full and complete 
ceipt of $2.00 table of contents mailed FR " 


J. S. Ogilvie Publishing Co., $F 4 Rose Street 


Confinement. TWI- 
How a Happy Mar- 

















Book on Law Free 


§Write today for our new171-page book on “The 
Powe: of Law Training’. It carries a vital and in- 
apiring message to every ambitious man. Find out 
ut the opportunities that await the law trained 
an. Findout how you caniearn from masters of the 
\ law right in your own - No obligations. The book is free. 


Write today-"°" while we are making a special 















reduced price offer. 
AMERICAN CORRESP Law 
2473 Manhattan eed iMinols 








ESAT AED ite viamoncs 


) Are being worn by the wealthiest people 
every where.Stand acid and fire diamond 
—, 53 ee bw 4 scratch a file and cut 
teed twenty-five 

“Will + = you “i ese wonderful gems in 
any style, 14 “14K, solid gold, regular diamond mountings 
—by express—charges prepaid, so you can see and wear them 
before you buy them. Writefor big ithastrated catalog and Free TrialOffer 









Send Sample of Your 
Work for Honest 
Criticism 
All Branches of Art Taught RY MAIL orLocalClasses 
Write for illustrated booklet, terms and list of successful pupils. 
ASSOCIATED ART STUDIOS, 2124 Flatiron Bldg., N. Y. 


Re And Draw for Magazines, 
OK’ Newspapers, ete 
j ‘a Earn Big Money 





WHITE VALLEY GEM CO., 819 Wulsin Bidg., Indianapolis, Indiana 
PRESS CUTTING BUREAU 
will send you all newspaper clip- 


ROMEIKE’ 
pings which may appear about 


you, your tnends, or any subject on which you may want to be 
“up-to-date.” Every ee and periodical of importance 
in the United States and Europe is searched. Terms, $5.00 
for 100 notices. 

HENRY ROMEIKE, 





106-110 Seventh Ave., N. Y. 








$1.75 


Vest Pocket 





Size Agents Wanted 


E-Z SELF-FILLER SAFETY FOUNTAIN PEN 


A Dependable Safety Self-Filler at a moderate, price, fully guaranteed 





Insert coin in slot and press once. Safety-Cap prevents leakage when carried point down. 
Holder of diamond chased vulcanized rubber. 


J. J. ULLRICH & CO., 27 Thames St., New York 





INDEPENDENT 


$2.00 


Regular Size 


14 Kt. gold Pen. 
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“King George IV" 
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9 Off for the Week-End 


You are never at a loss to “know 
what to do"’ when you own 
an “Old Town Canoe."’ 







There is never-ending 
pleasure in paddling 
around cool, shady 
stream or lake. ‘Old 
Town Canoes” are 
staunch and service- 
able—the favorite of 
Wwoodsmen. Price $30 
up. 4000 canoes readv 
} Z L, Easy to buy 
ealer orfactory. 
Wrens for catalog and 
get ready for the first 
ays of summer. 


OLD TOWN CANOE COMPANY ~ 
1544 Main St., Old Town, Maine, U.S. A. 


Od csoun Cance 
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i —y- 577 7 NATIONAL $ 
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ROSING SCHOOL OF LETTERING AD DESIGN, 2003 Union Bldg. Cleveland 0. 













x a AVOID THIS AD! 
iP unless you have talent 


for drawing. Send four 
cents in stamps for full 
information. ZIM’S Correspond- 
ence School of Cartooning, Comic 





Art, and Caricature. Box R. Horseheads, N. Y. 














A TREATISE ON THE HAIR 


The fourth erlition of * *The Hair, its physio ology, anatomy, <liseases and 
treatment,"’ by Dr. Achershaug (Norway), 
@oncise and 


“is undoubtedly the most 
tific writing up to date on this subject uot hook 


with eworn statements, physicians’ endorsements, ete., will be sent on receipt of postage 
(6 eents) Address author, Achershaug, 4) Sth Avenue, New Vork Ju 























ditions of the game make it imperative that 
it be played in degrading surroundings. 
Take away those surroundings, and you 
have the games as they should be—games of 
the highest type of skill, calling for and giv- 
ing clear eyes and steady hands, together 
with sportsmanship of a high order. It is 
to be hoped that other municipalities will 
follow Chicago’s example 


With the College Wits 








‘“*How’s the world treating you?”’ 
“She turned me down for a rich guy.” 


—Yale Record. 


Her Admission—//e 
preparedness? 
She—Well, I wouldn’t mind being in 
arms.—J ester. 


Do you believe in 


A Little Remote—Bil/ 
have a very pretty, mouth. 

Lucille—Is that so? You—er—aren’t a 
very close observer of beauty, I’m afraid. 
Michigan Gargovle. 


Lucille, you 


Her Bet—Do!ly 
you have graduated from the 
experience? 

Cholly—Ah, yes. 

Dolly—I'll bet it was a night school. 
Tiger 


And you tell me that 
school of 


In the Trenches—Guaston—Mon Dieu! 
and what shall we do if this water freezes? 
Sandy—Sit down, ye foo!!—Lampoon. 


Sad, Sad—Smitty (taking his watch 
from under. his pillow)—Quarter of eight 
and no one has come to wake me yet. I 
shall certainly be late for class if they don’t 
come soon.—Lehigh Burr 

When—Sie (tenderly)\—When did you 
first know you loved me? 

He—When I began to get mad when 
people said you were brainless and unat 
tractive.— Siren 


Any Afternoon—* And won’t you drop 
into tea?”’ she.asked sweetly 


“Oh. no!” meditatively “Tt’s too 
warm.” —Record. 
Flowers, Please—/// maid (on her 


downy couch)—And what did he say? 
Well maid—He said, “Has she any 
appetite?” and I said “ No.”’ 
Ill maid—Did you tell him my sense of 
smell was not the least impaired?—Sun Dial. 


GRE AT BEAR SPRING WATER 


* Its purity has made it famous" 
50c the case of six glass stoppered bottles. (ADV?) 
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Coming 
and Going 








Four hundred motor wor- 
ries can attack four hun- 
dred motorists in a day’s 
trip. 


Out of the host of letters 
from the readers of Leslie’s 
Motor Department who 
take their auto troubles to 
Harold VW. Slauson, Me- 
chanical Engineer, four 
hundred that touch on 
things that could happen 
to anybody “coming and 
going” have been bound 
together with their an- 
swers in booklet for your 
convenience. 


(This little collection of av- 
erage motor worries and 
the way to settle them 
may be of more use to 
you than you think. It is 
yours for the asking. As 
we have only a limited 
number of the books we 
must be sure that you are 
a motorist so please indi- 
cate the name of your car 
on the coupon. 


Leslie's 
Illustrated Weekly Newspaper 
225 Fifth Avenue New York 


MR. HAROLD SLAUSON, M. E., 
Leslie’s Motor Dept., 225 Fifth Ave., New York 


Please send me ‘‘Motorist’s Questions" booklet I drive 


RBIs cc cccccccevecesccccecescececoeccesess coepeoee® 
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AN ANGEL UNAWARES 

HE OFFICE of the Borogovia Herald was peculiarly situated. On its 
right was an undertaker’s establishment, the proprietor of which was 

one of the Herald’s heaviest advertisers; and it was one of the stock jokes 
of the veterans of the office to send each budding scribe over to try to work 
an exchange ad. The left side of the building abutted on a Chinese laundry, 
and the chatter of the laborers and the thumping of the irons as they flat- 
tened the unresisting shirt-front made a leitmotif to the background of the 
rumbling of the press. Beneath 
of its quarters—was the Palace Café. To get to the office one had to pass 
through the front room of the Palace; so that the proprietor knew each and 
every member of the Herald staff, and had played Ganymede to them on 
many a sweltering Summer day. It was the boast of Editor Hawkes that 
he could accomplish every one of the vital processes of life, including death, 


the office was on the second and top floor 


without stirring from his chair. 

The Herald needed another reporter that winter. 
retired from journalism in favor of matrimony, and someone had to fill 
his place. So it was that when young Wesley Barrett, fresh from Clear 
water College, applied for a position, he was enthusiastically welcomed. 


Grimes, the star, had 


Wesley was a bright youth, and not above doing hard work, so he got along 
famously. 

He was out to cover Amanda Hackett’s wedding, which took place on 
the snowiest day of the year. When he returned to the office, with his note- 
book full of weird and terrifying sartorial details, he was pretty well whitened. 
He shook his coat, deluging the office dog and driving that beast from its 
comfortable snoozing-place near the stove, and began to stamp his feet to 
rid them of their wintry accumulations. 

Editor Hawkes looked up sharply at the sound of the first stamp, and 
opened his mouth to speak; but at a wink from the copy-boy he remained 
silent. Browning, the rewrite man, went over to Wesley’s side, and began 
to express a tender solicitude conc erning the latter’s shoes. 

“There’s a hunk o’ snow under the heel you ain’t got off, Wes,” he said. 
“Hit er a few more licks.” 

Wesley complied with vigor. ‘All off?” he inquired. 

Browning affected to examine the shoes with deep solicitude 

“Not quite all,’ he declared. “Try again. 
y’ hadn’t oughta let th’ snow melt on ’em; makes ’em all stiff-like.”’ 

Wesley thumped again. 

“Try again, Wes,” said Browning. ‘‘’Twouldn’t do t’ let 
0’ shoes like them get rooined. Stomp hard!” 

Through the mind of Wesley. Barrett coursed thoughts of the horsing 
He turned in quick 


Them’s awful nice shoes; 


‘**How’s things now?” he asked. 
a nice pair 


he had undergone when he first entered the office. 
suspicion. 

“What’s the idea?” he asked 
and you know it. What’s the funny joke?” 

The countenance of Editor Hawkes went suddenly purple. 
he pointed to the door of the office where stood Max Bergesheimer, owner 


“'There’s no more snow on these shoes, 
Speer hless, 


and head bartender of the Palace Café, followed by his assistant, each bear- 
ing a tray that seemed, to Wesley’s horrified gaze, acres in extent; trays on 
which stood ranks of glasses, laden with amber beer, crowned with snowy 
foam. Max entered the room, and deposited his tray. 

“Vell!” said Max. 
hear sooch stompings! 


‘Dis iss vun dirsty bunch today—ain’t? I nevffer 
Me und Fritz, ve fill und fill, und sthill ve hear der 
Gott sei dank’, ve are bot’ shtrong men. Now 
sechs—vier und dreisig. Von dollar seffenty cents. Who pays?” 
And Wesley realized that he had been giving the official distress-signal 


of the office in times of drought. F. 


stomp, stomp. zwei, vier, 


Gre gory Hartswick. 


Building Note 


Our two leading public characters seem to be Colonel House and 
Vernon Castle. JUDGE. 

They may be leading, but by only a nose (or a front-porch, to adhere 
strictly to form). There are other buildings of note. There’s Villa, for 
instance, and Henry Cabot Lodge, not to mention the Grand Central 
Depew and Gilman Hall. And outside we encounter P. G. Wodehouse, with 
Henry Hutt. If you wish to pursue the subject to the last ditch, add Ed- 


ward Cave, the appropriately named editor of Recreation.—Jim and Etty. 





Excuses, like policemen, are seldom around when they are wanted. 



















You can pay more 
for a bottle of champagne than for 





ai lIosxtra Dry 
Clhhampagme 


—but you can’t get a better, purer wine. What you 
pay for other wines includes war cost, duty, ocean 
freight and an excuse, because of the war, to charge 
more—what you pay for Cook's buys wine. 


Cook's knows no other 
duty than to please you. 


AMERICAN WINE CO. 
St. Louis, U. 8. A. 18L 





‘THE best of grain—re-distillation— 
purification— honest aging in the 
wood—these are the things that make 
certain the purity and mellowness of 
Cascade Pure Whisky. 
Original. Bottling has Old Gold Label. 


GEO. A. DICKEL & CO., Distillers 
Nashville, Tenn. 























































The best doctor on earth is 


Moderation. 


In every walk of life you will find 
the healthiest, brainiest men are 
Moderate men—just the kind of men 
we want for customers. 


That’s why we make the mildest, 
mellowest, purest Whiskey on the 
market —for the Moderate man— 
Wilson— Real Wilson—That’s All! 


The Whiskey for which we invented the Non-Refillable Bottle 


FREE CLUB RECIPES—Free booklet of famous club recipes for 
mixed drinks. Address Wilson, 315 Fifth Ave., N. Y. That's All! 
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James Montgomery 
Flagg has made an- 
other clever painting 
for Judge — you've 
seen it on the cover 
—and it has been 
made up, 9 x 12, 
mounted on a hea 
double mat, in full 
rich colors, ready for 
the frame. 


$0.25 and the cou- 
n in the comer 
Shiee it post free. 


\ Clip the 


coupon 
\ today 
. 3018-16 ‘ “HAVE <A HEART!” 


JUDGE & - —_ 


pert. My ‘HAVE A HEART ” 
228 Fifth Ave. Va Painted for Judge by 


—= James Montgomery Flagg 

















Enclosed find $0,25. 
Please send “Have a & 


aA JUDGE 


Bienes, . .6000es00000eeee ee .% The Happy Medium 
ee ee \ 225 Fifth Ave. New York City 
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Amusing Stories Retold 


The Fable of the Ostrich—The Ostrich, with plumes of Great Value 
roamed Peacefully about his accustomed haunts, when he heard the sound 
of Guns in the Distance. 

He realized that this means Danger and that some Avaricious Hunter 
might take a notion to Shoot him. But he Philosophized with the following 
Arguments: 

I do not know who this Possible Enemy is, therefore I am Safe. 

I do not know, but Think that Some One will Defend me in case Danger 
should come. I am not sure, but Think that those Defenders are Well 
Enough Armed. Jingoes say they are Not, but Jingoes take the word of 
— who make a Business of Fighting, who, of course, know Nothing 
about it. 

The Enemy is so Exhausted from Shooting that he will be Unable to 
Shoot Me. 

If some one should Attack me, I could Instantly Change myself into 
a Lion and Repel the Attack with Ease. Anyhow, it is Wrong to Fight 
under Any Circumstances whatever. 

I will not take refuge behind a Fence or Building, because the chances are 
Somebody got a Graft out of building them. 

There are Two or Three places on the boundaries of my domain where 
it is impossible to break through. Therefore, I am Safe. 

Although I have my Faults, I Feel that I should Pose as a Model of 


| Virtue, an Example to the Whole World. Therefore, I will not resort to 








| Resistance. I believe in taking things as they Ought to be instead of as 


they Are. 

I do not believe in being Prepared. I will Stick my Head in the Sand 
and Forget that there is such a thing as Trouble. 

Moral—Ostrich Plumes for Sale.—Topeka Capital. 


A Bit Late—A hand in a mill near the British city of Preston went to 
live with a workmate of his, a somewhat older man. On going to bed 
the first night the young man noticed the absence of blinds on the windows. 

“Hast no blinds for th’ windows, Bill?” 

““No, I never trouble about blinds,” replied Bill; “but if th’art so 
particular about it I’ll blacklead th’ windows for thee.” 

** All reet.” 

So they blackleaded the windows. 

During the night the young man awoke, and, finding the room in dark- 
ness, he went to sleep again. 

This continued in turns until the elderly man said: 

“T say, Jack, get up an’ mak’ a leet; I’m sure we're going to be late for 
t’ work.” 

To their amazement they found it was 7:30 a. m. 

“Now we’ve done it; we’re late. We had better get to th’ mill.” 

The first person they met was the manager. 

“Hallo! where have you two been?” 

The elder man said: “‘ Well, I have worked here for th’ last twenty yee", 
an’ surely you’re not going to make a row for being an hour an’ a half late 
this morning?” 

“T’m saying nowt about this morning,” said the manager, “but where 
were you yesterday an’ th’ day afore?” —Argonaut. 


Wise Constituent—A congressman received almost daily letters from 
a constituent asking for garden seed, with emphasis on peas. The demand 
for peas got so heavy that the congressman was moved to write this letter: 

“T am sending you a half dozen more packages of peas as requested. 
Say, what are you trying to do down there, plant the whole state in peas?’ 

The reply came a few days later. It read: 

“No, I’m not planting them, but they make bully soup. Send along 
some more.”’—Kansas City Star. 


His Honor Was in Error—Mose Ham was arrested for “loud and 
uproarious language” and “disturbing the peace.” Judge Briles read the 
document in the case, and then turned to the black-as-ebony prisoner. _ 

“Mose Ham,” said he, “ you are charged with shouting, groaning, crying 
aloud in the night, lamentations, impure language, cursing, swearing, break- 
ing the peace, and general noisy conduct not befitting a citizen. What have 
you to say?” 

“Des dis, jedge, dey ain’t no spec er dat de truf; all I had wuz er slight 
visitation ov religion. Ef I talked loud, jedge, hit wuz becauz I’m further 
away from th’ Lawd dan mos’ folks.” —Case and Comment. 


Fifty-fifty—“Lend me a fiver, old man; I’m clean broke.” 

“Why don’t you pawn that ring you are wearing?” 

“Couldn’t do that; it’s a souvenir of a deceased brother.” 

“Well, my money is a souvenir of a deceased father.” — Boston 


Transcript. 









Stories with Smiles 


lue 

und As a Brother—At last he realized that 
she was really in earnest about rejecting him. 

ater “At least,” he said sadly, “at least, love 


i me as a brother.” ; ; ; 
7 “Ves,” she agreed sweetly. “Yes, Pere | JB Friction in the Human 
civale, ll do that. Dll love you always as Approved by 


nger a brother.” Director of Machine 








Well At that moment little Wiegand, her kid 23 House- 
: ‘ , keeping 

d of brother, came into the parlor. a oaenanatl i nee ; ‘ 

ve “Hey, sis, did ya see me kite anywheres? Peete, fae 0 NRICTION in the human machine is called 
he said : 5 —— constipation—the breakdown of the mechan- 

le to “Get out of here, you little hemstitched, — mt bv which the body disposes of i vat aiid 
devilish, scheming, sneaking brat!” she cried ism Dy Which the body disposes of its waste. 

into shrilly. “You know you’re only sneaking , a: Syren ; ; RRC err ee ae 

ight around to see what you can see and hear You can’t repair the trouble by means of laxatives 

what you can hear! Beat it, you double- and cathartics. ‘These give only partial and tem- 

sare jointed cloven-hoofed freak! porary relief, and almost invariably serve to throw 
Wiegand withdrew. 7 ae 1 he all eae d ps 

nail “Clarice.” he said, after a thoughtful the bowel mechanism even further out of gear. 
pause = , Piscine di . calle = . tenats - , > 

el of “Percivale?” she responded softly. Permanent relief from constipation can only be 

rt to “I’ve changed my mind,” he said. “ Don’t obtained by restoring the normal functioning of 
of as _ agen — Just forget me."— the bowels. ‘This necessitates lubrication—pro- 
trou ree ress. . as ° ° ° a re 

Sand viding the intestinal tract with an efficient substi- 

. Joker—With most of us the grim neces- | tute for the mucous which exhausted nature has 
sity of purchasing coal is no joke. Yet a failed to supply. 

Boston man found at acoalemporiuminthat | : 

nt to city a chap who managed to infuse a degree Nujol is not a medicine but a lubricant. It oils the intes- 

> bed of lacetiousness sate the transaction. tinal tract, prevents the contents from becoming hard, and 

dows. _ “How much is chestnut coal?” timidly facilitates the passage of waste. 
inquired the prospective customer. 

“_— “That depends,” said the salesman. Nujol taken regularly, in conjunction with reasonable care 
“A la carte, it’s eight dollars; cul-de-sac, it | about eating (coarse foods are preferable), will frequently 
will cost you fifty cents extra.””—Everybody’s. bring about a complete restoration of normal bowel activity. 

dark- System—The visitor was being shown Most druggists carry Nujol, which is sold only in pint 
about by the head of the up-to-date business : ; bottles packed in cartons bearing the Nujol trade- 
Bw bai ik _ = mark. If your druggist does not carry Nujol, accept 

e Ss ‘ ¢ » r ‘ > olass- . , . . ° 
ate Lor toppe de Lot he a art ner no substitute. We will send a pint bottle prepaid to 
di des » asker ete cag - 
“That is the superintendent of the card an) Pet ig United | tates on receipt of 75c.— money 
index system. He keeps an index showing order or stamps. 
wrWho is the pores oa ith the grav Write for booklet “The Rational Treatment 
wae 1S the YOURS Man WKAR he gray of Constipation.” Address Dept. 13. 
y year, gaiters and the efficient ears? ; RUF - \ 


“Who is the girl with the golden hair?”’ 

“She decides under what index an index 
to the index of the filing cabinets shall be 
rs from placed.” ' 
lemand “And who is the gray-haired man at the 
; letter: disordered desk in the corner? 

“Oh, that’s Old Joggs. He doesn’t fit 
in very well with the rest of the office, but 
[have to keep him around. He’s the only 
1 along employe who can find important papers 
when [ want them in a hurry.”—N.Y. Mail. 


where 


uf late “He keeps an index showing the length of - N t Ngo STANDARD. OIL C OMPA NY 
kee Nujol (New Jersey 


time it takes to index the indexes. 
| a PURE WHITE ay > T 
| MINE A on | Bayonne New Jersey 


uested. 
peas? 











wud and Her Pride Hurt—* Your fashionable 

ead the inend seems to be threatened with palpita- 
tion of the heart.” ° ° 

ef. “oy ° . ° 

,, crying A iG she has just received a dreadful Instam Burion Re/ief Once a Flanders Guest, Always One 

, break- sar tae 


vat have “And what happened to fortune’s favor- Prove It At Mb A SILI HOTEL FLA NDERS 
































ite? x Don't send me one cent—just let me prove 
. HOE wae atting t ie Se Gm you ant have dun tee CLUE etkame tn the 47th Street, Just Off Broadway 
or slight He was sitting In an employment office last six months. I claim to have the most success- NEW YORK 
Waiting f a chance a a  - ful remedy for bunions ever made and I want you 
further g tor a chance to look at a cook when to let ane Gand yeu a treatment Beee, entivele ot ‘ j 
a haughty dame swept up and offered her my expense. J don't, sare how many, so-called A Fireproof Hotel, with Every Modern Improvement 
ee a ia a . ; cures, or shields, or pads you ever tried withou re 
a job.” —Louisville Courier-Journal. success—I don’t care how disgusted you are with 300 Rooms Every Room with Bath 
them all—you have not tried my remedy and I 
To Be Preferred—“Experience is a Lene sutnced you a. guestquent, abcsiestty $1.50 per Day Upward 
“xperience SBS & . 
” "REE. i derf imple d ° ° ° ° P 
00d asset which relieves you almost, Instantly of the pain; i This hotel is situated in the most ideal sec- 
wad > th se t i t t ; , H 
I d much prefer the bankroll I exchanged | poaee Tp tion of the city, surrounded by leading shops, 
Boston for mine.” — Boston Transi ript ing tighter chose Sian we. om one ee aoe department stores and theatres. Exceptional 
- . . . a rea on e sen ° * 
——— | —— RF. A. B., “ orchestra. A booklet gladlysenton application. 
Sliced Oranges with a dash of Abbott's Bitters are appe- FOOT REMEDY co 
tging and healthful. Samples of bitters by mail, 25 cts. in ~ HORACE R SHARES Pro 
stamps. CW. Abbott & Co, Baltimore, Md” (ADV) 3512 West 26th Street, Chicago, Ill, Y r ~ 





























































Everybody’s 


FAVORITE 
AUTHOR 


The man or woman who would 
not love Dickens could be false to 


their best friend. 
Six Books for the Price of One 








IMPORTED DICKENS 





Only $].61 For the Set | 


A WAR BARGAIN 
3400 Pages wuss 


Bound in English Cloth: Red and Gold 


To Dickens lovers in America this is the opportu- 
nity you have been looking for—this 6-volume im- 
ported set, made by a famous English publisher, 
and offered while they last at an unheard of bargain 
price. But you must act quickly. Simply write 
“Imported Dickens,” and your name and address 
plainly on a slip of paper, and mail with money 
order, or check, for $1.61 attached—AND DO IT 
NOW. Other imported sets of standard authors, 
uniform in size and binding with Dickens due to 
arrive soon—Scott, Hugo, Kipling—maybe other 
writers. Write for list and special prices. 


Brunswick Subscription Co. 
407 Brunswick Bldg. NEW YORK CITY 








Free Trial 
Coin 

Piedmont Red Cedar Chests pru 
tect furs, woolens and plumes from 
moths, mice,dust and damp. Finest 
irthday, wedding or graduation 
gift. 15 days’ free trial. Factory 
prices. Write for 56 page catalog. Postpaid free. Write today 
PIEDMONT RED CEDAR CHEST CO., Dept. 96, Statesville, N.C. 


Enjoy a Dripless Shave! 


Attach Dstp-Catei-Cup to your 
brush and shave quickly with dry hands 
and sleeves. Fits any brush. Is hygienic, 
becomes indispensable. Send a dime 














now or ask your dealer Bruch with cup at- 
tached, prepaid, 25c. Satisfaction guaranteed. 
Rame Co., 704 Paddock Bidg., Boston, Mass. 





Passing the Mustard 


A Wise Maneuver—* Husband.” 
“What isit?” “lam sure that young fellow 
in the parlor is holding daughter’s hand.” 
“T call that a wise maneuver. She can’t 
possibly play the piano as long as he keeps 
that up.”—Louisville Courier-Journal. 


Not Entertained—‘ Mr. Jaggs never 
opened his mouth while his wife was enter- 
taining her guests the other night.” “‘Oh 
yes, he did several times.” ‘‘What did 
he say?” “Nothing. He yawned.” 
Baltimore American. 


“Mother, Mr. Flub 
What shall 


Taking Counsel 
dub has asked me to be his wife. 
I do?” 

“Consult Bradstreet’s and Dun’s, my 
dear; also a competent attorney—and your 
heart.’”-—Kansas City Journal. 

Too Useful— “Does your wife favor 
useful gifts?” 

‘Too much,” replied Mr. Meekton. “For 
Christmas she bought me a nice, new snow 
shovel.” —Washington Star. 


What He Hired Him For—* Circum 
stances alter cases,”’ said the lawyer gravely. 
“Yep,” said the client. ‘ But in my case 
it’s the circumstances that I’m hiring you 


to alter.”’—Detroit Fi Press 


His Object—‘They say people with 
opposil« characteristics make the hap piest 
marriages.”’ ‘Yes; that’s why I’m looking 
for a girl with money.”-—Brooklyn Ea 


Pat’s Idea—Jerry—I have traced my 
ancestry back to an Irish king. 

’at—Sure that’s aisy. What chanst has a 
dead man to defend himself?—Liver pool 
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ICTURES that make you 


see what the dailies try to 


describe show Leslie’s read- 
ers the news almost as quickly 
as the press associations can 
flash it in. 


Picture reporters in every part 
of the world and expert writers 
on finance, travel, trade, motors, 
sports, and current events have 
made Leslie’s America’s greatest 


illustrated weekly newspaper. 





Leslie's 














LANDING UNDER FIRE 
Painted for Leslie's by L. A. Shafer 


Its striking pictures, its inform- 
ative departments and its wise 
and conservative editorial policy 
make Leslie’s welcome in more 
than 420,000 good homes—the 
largest circulation of any $5-a- 
year weekly. 


Leslie’s belongs on your reading 


table. Five dollars with the 
coupon below brings it for a 
year. 


Leslie's 
Illustrated Weekly Newspaper 


225 Fifth Avenue New York 


J. 3-18-16 
Leslie’s, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York 


Send me Leslie’s for one year, for which I enclose $5.00. 
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An Apri Shower of Great Serials 
April | April 15 - 


The Brass Check This Woman to This Man 


BY GEORGE ALLAN ENGLAND BY THE WILLIAMSONS 
The author of “The Alibi’ writes a great whimsical novel about an imaginative The authors of ‘The Lightning Conductor’ begin this wonderful romance in the 
youth who picked up something that wasn't his. Savoy Hotel in London and conclude it out in Arizona. 


April 8 April 22 


Thuvia, Maid of Mars When the Devil Was Sick 





BY EDGAR RICE BURROUGHS BY E. J. RATH 
The creator of all the cae an Tales lets himself loose on a sequel to ‘Warlord of How you will laugh at this hero who hired out as a convalescent! Funnier than 
one of his greatest characters. “One Cylinder Sam” and ‘The Man with the 44 Chest.” 


A 1n fala papa byte 
pr BY JACKSON GREGORY Outlaw,” one of this month's best sellers. 





All-Story Weekly 10 Cents a Copy 





THE FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY 8 West Fortieth Street, New York 


























